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WELCOME TO THE PLACE where things that go bump in the night deliver your milk in the mornings, community is important to human and creature alike, and all Hell occasionally breaks loose.

When Jody Shaw is hired to be the new sheriff of Harrow Bay, a small coastal community, she’s excited to rise through the ranks and try something new. At forty-three, her career is everything that matters to her, besides her mother and grandmother, who move with her. 

It doesn’t take long for Jody to learn Harrow Bay is unusual. It’s home to all sorts of supernatural creatures, and there’s a Hell gate right at the center of town. Seriously, who thought it was a good idea to build an entire town around a Hell gate? 

As Willa, Jody’s mom, tries to figure out who she is now that she’s widowed, and Gram decides to wage war on the tyrant queen of the Senior Center, Jody realizes she’s not quite prepared for her new job when an escapee of Hell comes to Harrow Bay, with a handsome half-demon bounty hunter after him. Drake is clearly large (very large) and in charge, but he’s an insufferable jerk. The sooner she can end their collaboration, the better. Right?

Speaking of demons, don’t forget about Beez... You’ll see.

This is paranormal women's fiction featuring a main heroine in her 40s, along with her mother and grandmother. There will be some slow burn romance, along with the occasional cursing and violence, and some sexual tension.
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Chapter One
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JODY

Jody’s first indication there was a problem came from the cackling laugh from Gram’s room, followed by two of the movers beating a hasty retreat as her grandmother walked behind them at a more sedate pace. The two young men ran for the truck, and Jody couldn’t help wondering if that meant they were finished working. She knew the truck was still half-full, but her grandmother had obviously done something. Isabel turned to go back into the house before she could ask her.

With a small sigh, she walked toward Isabel’s room, knocking as she hovered near the door. She was surprised to find her seventy-nine-year-old grandmother kneeling on the floor. It was an even bigger surprise to find the older woman surrounded by sex toys expelled out of a box. Jody groaned as she stepped through the doorway. “What happened?”

“The young fellas weren’t paying close enough attention. I told them to be careful, but I think one stumbled into the other when they saw the words written on the outside of the box.”

Her gaze moved that way automatically, picking up the words “Sex Toys” scrawled in big black sharpie. She groaned. “Gram, why couldn’t you put something more innocuous on the outside?”

“Why should I? I need to know what’s in there so I can unpack efficiently.” She waved in a careless fashion.

Jody couldn’t take her eyes off the purple jelly dong her grandmother held. It was almost mesmerizing, yet simultaneously nauseating. Abruptly, she looked away and cleared her throat. “Have you scarred the moving men for life?”

“If I have, they can’t be made of very stern stuff.” Isabel seemed unconcerned about the idea. “It’s not my fault they have butterfingers and ended up prying in a lady’s business, seeing what they weren’t meant to see.”

Jody decided not to argue. While she firmly believed her grandmother could have picked a more innocent name for her box of toys, one that wouldn’t have caused shock and accidental dropping on the part of the young man holding it, she couldn’t deny Isabel had a point as well. They were her belongings labeled for her new home, and she had every right to expect a level of professionalism.

Deciding it was prudent to ensure the movers were still working, rather than having scraped everything out of the back of the truck and left it on the lawn before driving away, she walked outside. Four of the men were industriously moving items back and forth, but two hovered near the truck, with one leaning against the trunk of a tree. He looked a little nauseated, and Jody was certain he was the one who’d dropped the box of toys. 

No doubt, he was mentally torturing himself with the idea of Isabel entertaining herself. Jody chuckled at the thought, understanding why the young man had to be disturbed. He couldn’t be much past twenty or so, and he would’ve been young enough to be her own kid, if she’d ever been inclined to have any.

She turned away from the two movers who were occupied with their own drama and nearly ran into the owner of the company. She would’ve been surprised to see him doing the menial tasks of his company, but she had a feeling the man had tagged along as a way to get more acquainted with Jody’s mom.

As if on cue, Anson asked, “Where’s your mother, Sheriff Shaw?”

“The last I saw, she was in the kitchen.” Thankfully, Willa had been spared the drama with the sex toys, or her poor mother probably would’ve had a heart attack. She was every inch the staid traditionalist, as though she’d rebelled against Isabel’s free spirit and open way of raising her by becoming as conventional as possible.

“Does your ma spend much time in the kitchen?”

She shrugged. “She used to spend more time when my father was still alive. He had a sweet tooth, and she used to bake for him.” She was certain that was the kind of thing this guy wanted to hear. He couldn’t be much older than her mom’s sixty-two years, and he was probably enchanted by that certain ageless quality her mother had. 

At forty-three, Jody already had more wrinkles than Willa, and she imagined it would always be that way. All three women shared the same bone structure, and they had sparkling blue eyes, but Willa had a timeless beauty that had skipped over both Isabel and Jody. Jody felt no envy for her mom though. Willa was decidedly feminine, soft, and delicate in a way that appealed to men. They often mistook her for fragile, and Jody found the idea of being thought of as fragile more annoying than appealing.

It hovered on the tip of her tongue to warn Anson that her mother was still struggling with the loss of her husband, though it had been two years. Thinking of her strong and robust dad sent a pang through Jody’s chest as well, reminding her she wasn’t over the loss either. Elton Shaw had been a larger-than-life figure, and it was no wonder her mother wasn’t ready to move on.

She had no time for issuing warnings to a man who lived two hours away and was unlikely to be in their lives for long. As it was, she was going to be late thanks to having to check on the movers. If they had arrived on time, she would have already dealt with most of this before having to meet the mayor at the sheriff’s office, but there was no point in scolding Anson for his people being late. It was only by a few hours, though she wondered how they could be as late as they were since it was only a two-hour drive from Salem to Harrow Bay.

Isabel and Willa were already aware she had to report to the sheriff’s office long enough to meet with the mayor and be introduced to her deputies, so she didn’t bother to part with them or remind them she was leaving. Wearing her uniform would’ve clued them in any way. 

Instead, she got into the SUV provided by the city for her use. It was suffocatingly hot in there, which could have been from the windows being up for a prolonged period, or it could have been an insidious hot flash creeping over her. Those were coming more frequently of late, and she dared hope it heralded the arrival of menopause, though getting there was a chore.

Deciding it was the truck, not hormones, making her hot, since it had been parked in the driveway when they arrived last night, along with a note from the mayor instructing her to use it right away, she blasted the AC. As air circulated through the vents, she wrinkled her nose at the faint lingering odor she’d inherited from the previous sheriff, who’d owned the Blazer before her. It smelled like cheap spray tan and Cheetos and called to mind a certain political figure on whom she didn’t want to dwell. 

She hadn’t met Dwight Haskins, but he’d appeared to be a competent sheriff from everything she’d heard from the mayor and City Council people when she’d been interviewed. It had taken them three rounds to settle on her, and the due diligence of the small town had actually surprised her. It was true she had risen through the ranks to deputy sheriff naturally in Woodburn, proving herself over time, but she’d still been surprised by the vigorous background check, almost embarrassingly thorough questions, and the probing into every detail of her life. 

Still, it was the kind of opportunity she sought—moving away from the urban sprawl and returning to her grandmother’s hometown—so she’d endure the process. It had paid off, and she’d received word three weeks ago they were hiring her.

Now, it was a mere formality to join the mayor at the sheriff’s office, get the keys to the station, meet her staff, and sign out a weapon, though she was tempted to keep the Smith & Wesson she’d had to purchase as part of her previous job. She’d grown comfortable with the weapon over the years and would now use it for home defense unless she decided against taking one of the available weapons from the station. She would have to see what their armory consisted of, but she doubted it could rival the one she’d left in Woodburn.

This was Jody’s fourth trip through the town, and she slowed to admire Harrow Bay along the way, moving at a snail’s pace down the main street, which was so originally named Main Street, as she eyed Avis’s Diner, Manwaring’s Auto Repair, and Patty’s Craft Palace, among others. There seemed to be a trend of including the owner’s name, and it matched the quaintness of the town well. It was probably a marketing gimmick, but there was an overall old-world European feel to the designs, at least on Main Street. Each business had wooden signs hand-burned with names of the businesses hanging from wrought iron posts. It was all charming, and it was part of the reason Jody had wanted the job so badly.

The Sheriff’s Station was located right at the end of Main Street, and she parked the SUV in a parking space labeled “Reserved For Sheriff.” There were two other spots beside it labeled “Reserved For Deputy,” and both were filled with squad cars. There was also a shiny red convertible, and she imagined it belonged to Adam Carroll. The mayor had to be in his late forties, an age ripe for a midlife crisis, and he seemed like the kind to drive just such a car.

Taking a deep breath, Jody exited the SUV and walked into the Sheriff’s Station. She had been here for her last interview, meeting just with the mayor himself, and it was still an odd conglomeration of mismatched décor, complete with rough timber walls, a deer head mounted above the entryway, and the wall of wanted posters displayed in such a way that suggested someone almost considered them art. 

She walked forward, catching the gaze of the petite redhead manning the desk. She hadn’t met her yet, but she assumed it must be Tara Jenkins, according to the packet of information she’d received. “Tara?”

The redhead nodded and beamed. She held out her hand as she scurried out from behind the desk. “You must be Sheriff Shaw. It’s a real pleasure to meet you, Sheriff.” She lowered her voice in a conspiratorial fashion. “You are the first female sheriff we’ve ever had. I’d say it’s about time.”

Jody grinned at her as she nodded her agreement, though she didn’t verbally acknowledge the words. She hadn’t spent much time in Harrow Bay, but she got the sense it was a more conservative town. It was certainly going to be quite different from Woodburn, which had become part of Salem de facto through the spread of people moving outward. Jody liked the unique energy about Salem, and even more so in Portland, but she was still grateful to be escaping. She wanted something different, and Harrow Bay seemed to offer that.

Tara led her forward, and Jody could hear Adam Carroll’s voice carrying even before they passed the entryway and walked down the hallway. He was gathered in what would be Jody’s office, along with two people whose backs were turned toward her. He caught sight of her, and his grin grew as he rushed forward, taking her other hand and making Jody aware Tara was still leading her by the arm. 

She gently disengaged from both of them after a quick handshake with the mayor. He put his hand on her lower back and drew her forward. Jody didn’t like the overly familiar touch, but she wasn’t going to pitch a fuss. Adam Carroll seemed like a ladies’ man, and perhaps she could see why. 

He was a little soft around the middle, but he had smooth and handsome features with distinctive crow’s feet at the corners of his eyes and an attractive furrow in his brow. His mostly dark hair had strands of silver throughout, and he had compelling dark eyes. There was certainly nothing wrong with his appearance, and he had a suave, smooth air about him, but Jody wasn’t in the market for a relationship, particularly not with someone who could technically be considered her boss.

With that in mind, she eased away from him as soon as it was politely possible when the people in the chairs turned to look at her. Her gaze met the woman’s first, and she smiled.

“Jody, allow me to introduce Aoife Saros, your senior deputy. She’s been with the force almost ten years now.”

Jody reached out and shook the hand offered to her by the pretty black woman. Aoife had myriad tiny braids, and they had been confined into a tidy bun at the back of her head. Her warm smile appeared genuine, and it reached her eyes, which were a deep brown shade. They were framed by purple glasses that added a startling contrast, but they flattered her well.

“It’s nice to meet you, Aoife.”

“You as well, Sheriff Shaw.”

Jody thought about asking her to use her first name, but she held back. It was better to get the lay of the land first before she decided to be too informal. She turned her attention to the young man seated beside Aoife, waiting until Adam Carroll said, “This is Michael Cross. He joined the department two years ago.”

Jody took his hand, eyeing the young man. He had a neat appearance, a thin face, a well-kept beard that reminded her of some of the finest ones she’d seen in Portland, and his hair in a man bun. Despite his hipster look, she got a wild vibe from him she couldn’t explain. He seemed like he was on edge, though he sat quietly and with perfect stillness. His silver eyes, rimmed with a bright blue, weren’t exactly unnerving, but they made her aware he was watching her every move. She wouldn’t call it nervousness, but she was certainly on alert around him.

After a long moment, the mayor cleared his throat. “If you’ll excuse us, I have business to discuss with the new sheriff.” He shot them all a look, and there was definitely some kind of meaning behind it.

Jody was surprised at how quickly the office cleared, and she stood in front of the mayor, wondering what was so important that he had to shoo out the others. As far as she knew, this was simply an administrative meeting to make sure she was settled in, met her staff, and was ready to go when she officially started her duties as the sheriff the next day.

“Have a seat, Jody.”

It set her teeth on edge that he so familiarly called her by her first name, but she didn’t want to get off to a rocky start with the mayor, so she walked over and took a seat behind her desk. His eyes widened slightly, and it was clear he’d expected her to take one of the seats the deputies had abandoned. Jody thought it was prudent to stake her claim and remind him of her position right from the start.

He came over to stand beside her, hovering a little closer than she would like. She scootched her chair back an inch or two, not wanting to concede any territory, but appreciating some personal space. “I’ve been all over the information you forwarded me after our last meeting, Mr. Carroll.”

He chuckled. “Adam, remember? There’s no need to be so formal.”

She nodded, but she didn’t repeat his name. “I feel confident I’m ready to begin my duties tomorrow, sir.”

He smiled. “That’s excellent, but there is one piece missing.”

Jody shook her head. “I don’t know what you mean. The packet seemed to have everything I—”

“Some things can’t be written down, Jody, and they can’t be shared unless you’re here.” He lifted his hand, bringing it close to her face. When she jerked away, thinking he was going to stroke her hair, he asked, “May I?”

Jody eyed him warily as she nodded once, hoping she wasn’t about to be hit on by the mayor. Even though he was attractive, he wasn’t really her type, and she wasn’t going to risk her new job.

His fingers were light as they brushed against her forehead. At first, she barely felt a thing, and she wondered what he was doing. Suddenly, there was a jolt that shot through her body, and it felt like an electrical shock. As it did so, memories that definitely weren’t her own started to unfold in her mind. 

She could see murky people in the past running through shadows and fleeing unseen dangers. She saw the same people coming together to construct Harrow Bay, and she felt that same electrical jolt suffuse her body. She gasped as she collapsed backward against her chair, staring up at him without speaking.

“Harrow Bay isn’t quite what you expected,” said the mayor with a certain hint of satisfaction. “Folks here are different.”

Jody slowly regained the ability to speak. “That wasn’t part of the advertisement for the position, and you sure didn’t explain the differences included magical folks and creatures of the night.” She could scarcely believe what he’d shown her, but the knowledge now resided within her, along with a faint hum she couldn’t explain. It was like she was dialed into the town’s energy now, and it had become part of her. “Why didn’t my gram ever say anything?”

The mayor shrugged. “I doubt she remembered, for that’s part of the magic of the town. If you move away, you gradually forget about its existence. Oh, I guess I shouldn’t say that. You still remember that you lived here, but you forget about the magical properties. You’re no longer truly part of the fiber of the town, and you’re not contributing to the communal magic that allows our little hamlet to function. When your grandmother left, she would’ve soon forgotten all about everything that makes Harrow Bay special or unique. Of course, it should come back to her now that she’s returned.”

Jody clenched her hands on her lap, feeling overwhelmed. “What am I supposed to do here?”

He frowned. “You do the same thing you would anywhere—keep the peace, protect people, and handle the bad guys. Sometimes, the bad guys have magic, fur, or fangs.” He chuckled, clearly amused by that.

Jody was having trouble finding similar amusement. “I have a feeling my Smith & Wesson isn’t going to be much help against people like that, so how am I supposed to make sure they follow the rules if they don’t feel like doing it?”

He smiled. “The magic’s in you now, Jody.” He stood up from where he’d been leaning against her desk. “That reminds me...” He trailed off as he walked to the bookshelf behind her, turning where she couldn’t see him for a minute. When he turned back to her, he held an old, thick book in his hands. “You’re going to need this. You have the magic, but you still have to learn how to use it. If you have any problem at all with that, I’ll refer you to Amara at the library.” As he spoke, he put the book in front of her.

Jody lifted it slightly, curious about the heft. It was certainly heavy, and when she skimmed a finger down the spine, it caused a shiver to go through her. It felt old and powerful, and she was disturbed that she could sense such things now. She looked up at the mayor. “So, if I decide this isn’t for me, I’d move away from Harrow Bay and forget all about the magical aspects in time?”

He nodded. “If you ever returned, you’d remember them after staying more than a short time, but I don’t think you’re going to leave. You seem like you’re made of strong stuff, Jody, and that’s just what we need. I know our questions were tough on you, and we really dug into your background, but that was because we wanted to prepare for every contingency. We know this is a lot to take on, but we think you’re up to the responsibility of the task.” 

He patted her lightly on the shoulder as he took a step back. “I’ll leave you to study and settle in. If you have any questions, you can call my secretary. Sasha will put you through if I’m at all available. Otherwise, you can always contact any of the City Council people.” He waved to an old-fashioned Rolodex on her desk. “They’re all in there.”

Jody felt like she had a million questions, but it was obvious the mayor was done with his introductions, so she managed a verbal parting before he left, and she opened the book slowly. She earnestly tried to read it, and while it all made sense in an abstract way, she wasn’t certain how to put it all together. There were steps for creating spells, instructions on how to channel her magic, and other tidbits that she imagined to be of use if she decided to stay in her position and train to reach her full potential. 

At the moment, she wasn’t certain she was up for that as she stood up. She needed to escape, though she did take the book with her. She was almost surprised when neither of the deputies nor the receptionist tried to stop her as she left in a hurry, but they probably knew everything she had just learned, and they likely realized she required time to absorb it before she could make a long-term decision. Besides, she needed to discuss this with Willa and Isabel as well. She wasn’t the only one affected by living in a magical town.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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JODY

Jody reentered her new house a few minutes later, calling for her mother and grandmother. The movers were gone, and it was starting to take on the look of a home. Now that Jody knew the truth about Harrow Bay, she wasn’t certain she could view it that way. Could she even stay here?

Willa called an answer from the kitchen, so Jody made her way there. Her grandmother entered seconds after she did, and they were greeted by Willa brewing a pot of tea. She collapsed into a chair at the table.

Isabel frowned at her. “What’s the matter, Jody? I didn’t expect you to be home so soon.”

“Or looking so pale,” said Willa with a hint of concern as she turned to them to place the clear teapot in the center of the table. The flowering teabag she’d picked was blooming to life, but Jody couldn’t really appreciate it now. 

She blinked and looked at her grandmother and mother before standing up. Most of the boxes remained packed, but she sorted through them until she found the one marked “Liquor” and pulled off the lid. When she returned to the table, she put down the whiskey beside her teacup, ignoring her mom’s frown of disapproval. “I’m not even sure how to tell you this.” She slanted a glance at Isabel as her mother sat down at the table to join them. “You should remember it, I guess.”

“Remember what, dear?” asked Isabel as she added a liberal amount of honey to her tea.

“Take it easy on the sweetener, Mom,” said Willa with a frown.

“It’s raw honey and good for my allergies.” As though in defiance of her daughter’s admonishment, Isabel added another half-turn from the honey spoon before returning the dispenser to the jar.

“Harrow Bay isn’t what we thought it was.” Jody was trying to think of an easier way to break the news to them, but how could she? If Adam hadn’t shown her the truth, she never would’ve believed it herself. Just thinking about it had her skipping the tea and pouring whiskey directly into her empty teacup.

“What are you doing, Jody? It’s not even five o’clock yet.” Willa clicked her tongue, looking like she was going to reach for the whiskey bottle to remove it from her daughter’s reach.

Jody shot her a look, keeping her hand clamped around the glass for a minute. “Just wait. You might want some too.”

Willa sniffed. “I would hardly think so.”

Jody took several sips of the whiskey, waiting until she could feel the burning warmth spread through her before she broached the subject again. “The mayor showed me the truth.”

Willa frowned. “What truth, dear?”

“This town is magical.”

Willa smiled. “It does seem rather magical, does it not?” She let out a wistful sigh. “It’s positively idyllic.”

“No, I mean real magic. As in the kind of magic that does things to people. There are creatures living here that aren’t supposed to exist, and there’s a Hell gate at the center of town.” Jody probably should’ve been gentler with sharing that, but she couldn’t think of a way to phrase it that her mom would believe anyway.

Willa looked shocked, and Isabel was surprised for a moment, but then her expression began to soften, and she smiled slowly. “I’d forgotten all about that. How could something like that slip my mind?”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Kt Tunsm]l er[lngAs

AURELIA SKYE






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





